i ne cragedic •* 

Hca?«^T!3,if^&i^lwotlawfallcourfe> ■ 

cut oft' thofc that haue offended him. 
i Who made thee then a bloody minifter. 

When gallant I'pring, braue Plantagenet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee? 

CU, My brothers louc,the Deuell, and my rage, 

1 Thy brothers loue, the deuell, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

CU, Oh, if you loue brother, hate not me, 

/am his brother, and /loue hinrwell : 

Jf you behirdelor need, go backe agaitte. 

And / will fend you to my brother Gloceflcr, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Thai Ed ward will for tydings of my death. 

2 You are deceiu’d, your brother Giocefter hates you. 
CU. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 

Go you to him from me, 

7,fo wbwill. 

CU. Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 
5left his threefonnes with his vi&orious armc : 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other, 

He little thought of this diuided fieindlhip. 

Bid Gloccftetf thinke ofthi.s and he will weepe, 
tAm /, milftdnes,as he leflbnd vs to weepe. 

CU O,do not flandcr him for he is kinde, 

I Right, as fnow in bar ueft, thou decciuft thy felfe, 
Tis he that font vs hither now to murder thee, 

CU-h cannot be ; for when / parted with him, 

Hchugd me in his armes, and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labourmydeliuerie, 

2 Way fo he doth, now he.deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to the ioyes ofheauen, 
i Make peace with God, for you muft die my Ford, » 
0*. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

T o counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blind. 

That thou wil t war with God for murdering me? 

Ah firs, confider he that fet youon 
'To do this deede, will hate you for this deede, 
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"ofRichard the third. 

2 ^liat /hall we dc? 

CU. Relentandfaueyourfoules* 

1 Relent, tis cowardly and womani/h. 

C/a, Not to refer r, isbeaftly, fauage,and cliuclifh 
JV'l v friend;/ fpic feme pittic in thy lookes } 

Oh /f thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and entreate for me i 
A begging Prince, whatbegger pittiesnot? 

thus, and thus S iftliis will notforue, Heflabshim, 
71e chop thee in the malmefey 5utin the next roome. 

2 A bloudie deede,and defpcrately performd, 

How' faine like Pilate would 7wa/h niv hand, 

O/ this moftgrieuous guiltie murder done, 

1 Jf'hydoeftthounothelpeme? 

By heauens the Duke ihallknow how flacke thou art 

2 /would he knew that /had foued his brother, 

Take thou the fee, and tel him what I fay, 
For/repentmethattheDukeis flaine. Exit, 

1 So do not I,goe coward as thou art: 

Now muft / hide his body in fome bole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall : 

And when 1 haue my meed I muft away, 

For this will out, and here / muft not ftay. Exeunt, 

Enter King ,J%ueene i Hafiingt } %iners t efre, 

Kang, So,now /haue done a good dayes workc. 

You pecres continue this vnited league, 

3 euery day expect an Fmbafrage S 
Trom my Rcdeemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now inpeace my foule /ball part to heauen. 

Since /haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings, take each others hand, 

Dmemblc notyour hatred, fweare your loue, 

£i t By heauen my heart is purgd from grudgin® hate 
^ v ’! , ^ ,m y^ n ^^f ea l en: Jy true hearts loue, ° * 

■H*ft. So thriuc/ as / fweare the like, 
y Fakeheedyou dally not before your Kin» , > 

LcaftlietJia.i., t kr., P r. m eIii„g„f Ki ’ 

Confound your hidden fal/hood,and award 
Hither of you to U the others end. 
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